A Funny Thing Happened on the way to The 
Asylum 


Author: vampedvixen 
Bands: Voltaire 
Characters: Voltaire 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Sat Nov 04 2006 II:36:29 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Complete Story 


Author's Notes: 
Completely fictional. 


Nashville, Tennessee, home of the Country Music Hall of Fame and the Grand Ol Opry. The people are weird, 
but hey so is everyone else on this strange little planet we call home. Or at least Reanna does, | however 
carry the deep suspicion that I'm from Neptune. But enough about me, let's talk about the reason we're all 


gathered in this hellhole of a town (or city if you believe the locals): 
Voltaire. 
The man. The legend. The strange goth-y fellow who feels the need to smack me on the ass every time | see 


him. Not that | see him a lot, I'm not a stalker! Really. I'm not. I'm a perfectly ordinary fan-type person. Why 


is everyone looking at me that way?! Just because | go to see him every other weekend despite what state he 


happens to be in at the time does not constitute my being a stalker. 


Besides, | hadn't really come to see him this time. | came for Reanna. Her parents didn't know she was meeting 
me in Nashville, they would have been too worried about her to let her out of Atlanta if they had known her 
real plans. She had told them that she was sleeping over a friend's house, which wasn't exactly a lie. | know 


some ‘friends’ in Nashville. 


She'd arrived a few hours ago, meeting me at this quaint little bistro. I'm not sure what a bistro is but it 
looked like a Dunkin’ Donuts to me. We'd traveled in my car to the club, since she had arrived by taxi (yes, she 
took a taxi all the way up to Tennessee just to see a band. She's insane. Its why | love her). Parking was a 
bitch but we managed. Driving hadn't been all too pleasant either because Tennessee people don't know their 
left from their right, let alone red from green. Hopping out of the car | noticed how warm the night air was, 
gotta love that southern weather. When the rest of the world is bundled up in jackets, they're trying to decide 


if it's cold enough to throw on some pants. 


Outside the club there were a few goth-types mulling around, smoking and talking about hair extensions, 
Nightmare Before Christmas, Voltaire panties and other such stuff. Reanna and | had decided to stand outside 
for a while to wait to see Voltaire when he came into the club since apparently he hadn't shown up yet. | got 
that much from eavesdropping on a conversation between security and this tall albino goth with paint on 


eyebrows. 


Reanna was a little hyper for my taste that night, carrying a peculiar bundle under one arm and a worried 
grin plastered on her face. She wanted to show Voltaire her newest creation. Like Dr. Frankenstein she had 
created this creature, this abomination, this really cute Voltaire doll that made me want to squeeze it and pet 


it and love it to death every time | set eyes on the creepy little thing. 


It was about that time that | heard something happening in the alleyway next to the club. Why do all the scary 
go-bump-in-the-middle of the night things like to hang around in alleyways? Don't they have better places to 
scare the shit out of people than in the shadowy depths of the city? Honestly, | think they need a better real 


estate agent. 


Deciding to check it out, cause that's what us meddling kids do, | told Reanna to stay and wait for me at the 
front of the club. Then | hurried to the side of the club and changed into my dominatrix superhero outfit, 


cause hell if l'm writing this story | better well be a dominatrix superhero dammit! 


Good, no one had seen, | smiled and sauntered into the alleyway. My thigh-high boots made little clicking noises 
on the cement, alerting the predators that | was coming after them. They had seemed like a good idea when | 
had bought them off Dragonmart.com. Every superhero in the movies wears really cool boots. Unfortunately, | 
didn't realize until after | had them on my feet how hard sound technicians in the movies work in order to 
erase those clicking sounds from the movie's final edit. Oh well, surprise wasn't needed when any moment now 


I'd be kicking the bad guy's ass. 


It was at that moment that my life took a decidedly wacky turn. There | was taking after Buffy and trying to 


help the helpless (those saps!) from the creatures that go ‘grr’ in the night, hoping I'd kick the bad guys in the 
nuts quick enough so that | could return to seeing my favorite musician perform some music at The Asylum, 
and when | finally find the big meanie it's none other than that same musician 


"Voltaire!" | must have startled him, because the victim he had been cowering over scampered away. 


He turned around, wearing a frown with two little fangs sticking out of it. "Let me guess, you want my 


autograph?" 

It slowly dawned on me; Voltaire was a vampire. A part of me shuddered with delight. Damn, he looked good 
undead! But, being the superhero that | was, | decided to do what superheroes do best and kicked him in the 
nuts, which l'm told he has three of. "Good guess, but wrong." 


"Oweee," He bent over and grabbed his nether regions, looking up and me scowling slightly, "You bitch, you hurt 


me and now | can never-wait a minute, | know those boots. You wore them to Dragon*Con. Vixen?!" 


"Um. er." | retreated, backing out of the alleyway and adjusted my mask to make sure it was still securely on. 
Lying through my teeth | replied, "I know not whom you speak of villain” 


He rolled his eyes at me, "Yeah. Right" 


"Yeah." My ego deflated. | stood there with my hands on my hips, "Well, neither of us has been completely 
honest Mr. Bernie Weinstein/Voltaire/evil vampire of death!" 


"But its so easy when you're evil," Voltaire grinned sadistically, "Besides, I've never killed anyone. Not yet. Just 


drained them a little." 

| sighed, "Well, | guess if you're not completely evil | can't really kill you." Apparently the logic that | had used 
back in ninth grade when | hadn't turned in Aaron to the principle for spray painting the side of the school 
gym because | had a crush on him still worked even after all these years. Imagine that. 

"Good, because this whole violent streak you've got going," Voltaire frowned, "It's just not attractive." 

"Aw, bite me." | resisted the urge to stick my tongue out at him. 


He just grinned devilishly back at me. 


A few seconds later Legs. | mean Audrey showed up, "Voltaire if you're done feeding of the blood of innocents, 


you should really go tune your guitar. You go on in five minutes." She walked past me, "Hi, Vixen" 


| stood there kind of dumbfounded as Voltaire and Audrey shared one of their little moments. Audrey knew 
Voltaire was a vampire? Audrey knew | was a superhero dominatrix? Damn it! She was a lot smarter than she 


seemed, 


Shortly after, Reanna came around the side of the building, "There you are Vixen. I've been looking for you 


everywhere. Are you bothering Voltaire again?" 


"Humph," | stomped out of the alleyway, looking up towards the heavens trying not to pull my hair out from 
the madness, "What's the point of having a SECRET IDENTITY when everyone's KNOWS who you ARE?" 


"What's her problem?" Reanna looked over towards Voltaire. 

He shrugged as Audrey languidly nibbled on his ear, "She's just. weird" 

The rest of the night went uneventfully, though the concert did kick ass. Remarkably no one seemed to notice 
the change in Voltaire, but than again maybe he had always been a vampire. And all this time | had never 
known. It had been staring me in the face for a year now. The nocturnal hours he kept, his S€M streak, the 
strange obsession he had with the weirdness that is Bjork. yep, he was completely evil. But, you know, in a good 


kind of way. Like Spike. only not acted by that a-hole James Marsters. 


After the concert Reanna and | said goodbye to Voltaire. Just before leaving | told him, "Maybe I'll see you in 


Ohio in a few weeks." 
He frowned a little probably wishing | hadn't said that, "You're coming to Ohio, too?" 


"Whenever there is injustice, I'll be there. Whenever the forces of evil drown out the light of hope, I'll be 
there. Whenever there is a really hot Cuban playing guitar in some dingy Goth club, I'll be there. When." 


"Okay, that's enough," Reanna said, dragging me away by my shirt collar. 


"You know," Voltaire, said, hugging his girlfriend, "It's times like this that | think | should invest in a high-quality 


restraining order." 


THE END. 


